SUNDAY MORNINGS

reverently defers. Everybody fails to define Art,
but the peculiar tinge of her own failure is in-
dicative :

Art is communication of experience; the
novel is direct communication of human ex-
perience, and the fascination of its study lies
first of all in an unquenchable and detached
curiosity to meet and appraise as many as
possible of the multitudinous existing varieties
of character, situation, action and opinion. It
follows, then, that from the emotional and
intellectual point of view, the matter of supreme
importance in criticising a novel is the answer
to the question : From what kind of mind does
this writing come ? Out of how deep and wide
an experience was it born ? This and not the
mere question of the subject matter, is the all-
important starting-point for discussion.

There is certainly part of the truth in that, and
she drives in one of her points very humorously
with a newspaper report of the tragedy of Othello,
beginning:

MIXED MARRIAGE, MURDER AND SUICIDE.

Finds Truth too Late, says Coloured

Husband.

An inquest was held on Wednesday last to
investigate the circumstances attending the
deaths of a Moor and his wife (a white woman),
which took place on Monday night last under
tragic circumstances. It appeared from the
evidence of the deceased man's secretary,
Michael Cassio, that the two, who had only
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